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familiar faces. Still others were lying prostrate in rooms and
even in the lobby of the overcrowded Queens Hotel.
One of the first survivors with whom I talked was
Mrs. J. S. Burnside, a sister of J. C. Eaton, of Toronto, Canada,
one of the leading merchants of the Dominion. Clad in rough,
borrowed garments, she sat weeping and disconsolate in the
Cunard office—waiting. Her story confirmed those to which
I listened later in the day, Mrs. Burnside and her daughter had
been at the luncheon table with Walter McLean of New York,
and two others. Everything happened quickly. The first tor-
pedo struck. There was a rush for the decks and general ex-
citement. She was thrown into the sea, picked up uncon-
scious, and brought ashore. "I do not know what happened to
my daughter/' she said, "and I fear I am the only one of our
party to survive."
Robert Rankin of Ithaca, New York, was the next. He
had been standing on the deck talking to Thomas Bloomfield
of New York, and Isaac Lehman, a Canadian, when he saw
part of a conning tower and the periscope of a submarine. He
saw the white wake of a torpedo. There was an explosion.
The vessel was deluged with black smoke, while a rain of
debris fell. Rankin found himself in the water and was picked
up by one of the starboard lifeboats, which he said was in
charge of the coolest man he ever saw. This was a steward
named Welch, who rescued thirty-two others.
My greatest preoccupation in talking to these survivors at
first was their news of the nationally-known Americans aboard
the liner. Singularly, few could remember having seen them
during the confusion. It was finally from Mile. Rita Jolivet,
the French-American actress, that the story of Vanderbilt and
Frohman become known. With them was Herbert Stone, son
of Melville Stone, chief of the Associated Press. All three,
standing on an upper deck, had refused to rush for the life-

